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even a little  melancholy, as if she were tortured by
anxieties.    To every question put to her she replied:
"You are mistaken; I am quite well/'
She had, as a matter of fact, signed five notes in
her previous transactions, and not having the cour-
age to tell Frederick after the first had been paid, she
had gone back to the abode of Arnoux, who had
promised her, in writing, the third part of his profits
in the lighting of the towns of Languedoc by gas (a
marvellous undertaking!), while requesting her not to
make use of this letter at the meeting of shareholders.
The meeting was put off from week to week.
Meanwhile the Marechale wanted money. She
would have died sooner than ask Frederick for any.
She did not wish to get it from him; it would have
spoiled their love. He contributed a great deal to the
household expenses; but a little carriage, which he
hired by the month, and other sacrifices, which
were indispensable since he had begun to visit the
Dambreuses, prevented him from doing more for
his mistress. On two or three occasions, when he
came back to the house at a different hour from his
usual time, he fancied he could see men's backs dis-
appearing behind the door, and she often went out
Without wishing to state where she was going.
Frederick did not attempt to enquire minutely into
these matters. One of these days he would make up
his mind as to his future course of action. He
dreamed of another life which would be more amusing
and more noble. It was the fact that he had such
an ideal before his mind that rendered him indulgent
towards the Dambreuse mansion.
It was an establishment in the neighbourhood of
the Rue de Poitiers.   There he met the great M. A.f